
The Cries of London* 3? 


A t night ye Maids put out your 
fire, 

For fear of accidents full dire; 

Nor let it e’er reported be 
You leave your Candles carelefsly. 
With flint and fteel how fmall the pain, 
E’en in an inftant light to gain4 
And when this woman paflfes by, 

A farthing will your wants fupply. 



